Greene Street Artists 


THREE POETS OF OUR FRAGMENTED LIFE 


Now Is Too Late 

by Belle O'Cohse 
120pp., Friel and Frame 
cloth, $22.50 


slash of language 

by Shell Ep 

18pp., bang! 

paper (made from milkweed), "Donation" 


Wind Unto Wind 

by Phillips Head 
76pp., Hearth House 
cloth, $26 


Ms O'Cohse has at last delivered her promised poem. 


The resurrected Shell Ep flays whatever is left of the American 
conscience. 


Ah but Phillips Head is forever vintage, pouring old wine into older bottles-- 
this year's batch unfailingly delicious. 


Never has Belle O'Cohse trafficked with our tastes, poetical 
or moral. She very early announced that she was a "poet without a 
poem...body without heart...ravaging, rampaging, gouging, scraping up 
wrongs...fire seeking out fire...the malignant language itself too puny for my 
hate!!!" She explores all these emotions, making them as well as her public 
divorces, her picket line skirmishes, her odd feud with Don King’s hair stylist, 
the curiously retro ground from whence her "Testament" springs. 
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This Testament, subtitled "A Concrete Feminist-Rad Screws the Post- 
Nam Pig-Stacked Afghan Deck" occupies more than one hundred pages, 
concluding, "I've written the one poem | promised in the crawling horror of 
my former life. One's enough. PIGS still abound but ART'II eat 'em up!!!!" 


Anyone whose interest is mainly poetry will undoubtedly be 
offput by much that's here and--dare | say?--even be bored by 
the more than a thousand ultra-closeups of the poet’s body parts arranged in 
a sort of grainy corkscrew throughout. But poet must be judged by poem 
regardless of the computer-graphic literacy of an age. 
woman 
woman 
wom 
man 
n 


Perhaps, as her fans aver, her explication can be the only one. "Woman 
horizontally twice...the schizoid and double-indemnity sexuality...vertically 


Only one you got Baby and if you stick you're stuck! Because then you're 
dragged down through wom[b] to the bottom of the poem by man...through 
that slimy agency to nadir, null, nothing. THE NUDNICK NADA OF THE 


We have seen her deepen in the four years since the one-woman raid on 
the International Police Chief's Convention in Berne, a straggly slip with a 
longshoreman's mouth repeatedly kicking at keynote speaker Tony Blair. 


From excitement to...? Seriously, | wish | could bring some 
anticipatory pleasure to Shell Ep's work, but its premise has always buffaloed 
me. | simply do not believe that a Laplander keeping himself half-learned in 
English will necessarily produce, as Professor Lewistone holds in his 
introduction, "the pure language again, undefiled by education." Besides, 
our so-called Immigrant School is hardly as famous as its Brazilian 
counterpart, best known by the Buck Felton film showing a dozen Japanese 
farmers in identical blue tractors with red umbrellas cutting a diagonal swath 
across a Recife soybean field while screaming their poem of longing for the 
homeland in a Portuguese patois. 

My reservations aside, Ep is at his best with "Is all the time", a piece 
whose apparent obviousness is almost too subtle. "On truckings/to the 
downtown/ 
is the wattermellons/in side is the red/out side is the grene/everybody can 
scene these things/but in u. s./is alot lies" 


But lest we forget, Phillips Head was a rebel too. Now he finds favor from 
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boardroom to rathskeller, an institution. And since Aldo Barshi has finally 
gone off to sculpt amusement park bumper car bodies, Head alone remain 
from the Secaucus School, his the sole stamp. Had not, though, the 
magically wan May Hew, Ajit Rey Higgins, and Nashika skydove to their 
deaths in the Black Canyon of Colorado's Gunnison River, the Secaucus 
School would today be more vital if less profound. Their suicide will be 
tragically remembered as long as our literature is. 


As sole survivor, Phillips Head indeed bears a heavy responsibility, one he 
demonstrates that he is cognizant of in "Duo." 


Perhaps it transpires 

the way things do 

or rather the way 

we think they should, 

at any rate, transpire. 
Suffice 


to say the gulls cried 

and the winds' seeming 

commotions must be tied 
to that sere fact 


as must | to you, our bodies 
hushed and holied by a fear 
as large as Albany 


in a house 
so it transpires 
full of gull cries. 


The old circular genius again of course! Always bringing us back to 
ourselves. Too, peeling back the veneers to give us the essential look. Isn't 
that his art? Come to think of it, isn't that Art itself? It's painful. That we 
know from 
"All/my/poems/are/poems/and/all/poems/are/poems/about/poems." This last 
he wretched at a recent dedication of a comrade's Sag Harbor cat botique. 
And yet for all his painful grace within our dreadful times, a kind of optimism 
glints from the deeper furrows. 


As he says in "Plunge" in the crushing aftermath of the loss of his 
Secaucus co-religionists, "From grim rim/to sable void/spinning angels/ripped 
chords/in their mouths/take our death away/plummeting through the strum 
of breath./There are other rims around our star/round and round and 
round/our star. 
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We must all of us prefer to hope alongside this genius who has traveled so 
many times around his star. 


